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Author's Notes: 
(This is very loosely based on some video footage of their studio report, you can watch it on Youtube :) | hope 


you like it. | have to admit that | enjoyed writing it way too much :D) 


The first couple of days in Germany went very well. 


Of course Carach Angren had chosen Tidal Wave Studios again to record their album "Where The Corpses Sink 
Forever". 

Patrick had already been preparing everything for a good start, so when the boys arrived in Karlsdorf, most 
things already had been set up. 


Having bought a brand new camcorder, Ivo decided that they must film everything cool that happened. He 
would give that cam to his brother or Dennis when he was busy or the one in front of the camera. 

It would be quite fun to watch these tapes after everything was done. They did something like that for the 
"Death Came Through A Phantom Ship" album before and it was indeed very cool. 


Like the last time they arrived at the studio, Dennis showed off his German skills to the camcorder trying to 


say exactly the same words as the time before. 


After that it seemed that it had become a little battle between the Wijers brothers to capture each other on 
video as often as possible. It was kind of a game between them to make fun of each other in front of the 
camera. 


Little jokes, sometimes even a little more harsh than that - but always with a loving smile on their faces. 


If it wasn't for them being brothers, then Patrick would say: "Was sich liebt, das neckt sich!" - but they 
wouldn't even understand. He just kept that thought in mind, shaking his head in disbelieve that these guys 
could be such dorks. 

Especially in the studio when all three of them turned into professional musicians who really would work their 


asses off to get everything perfectly done. 


But the atmosphere inside the studio was nice at least. Of course they were still working their asses off on 
every single second of every single song but it became visibly once more that this band was not just about 
some random guys making music but a little family consisting of two brothers and a very close friend of 


them. 


After the brothers had a little fight over the drum part in "Little Hector", Dennis decided that he felt kind of 
left behind. 

After all, they were brothers. Even as Dennis had known Clemens for years, he did not have the slightest 
chance to ever get this close to him like his little brother. 

He would not say that he was jealous or something, but it really began to annoy him. 


So he came up with an idea. That idea was called "Ouzo 12"; it came in a bottle and it came in a very nice 
moment. So after a long day of recording drums lvo was quite exhausted and Dennis was still slightly pissed at 
the brothers for being that close to each other - and himself being left outside alone. 


After a couple of beers together, Ivo told his brother he should record how they were drinking that bottle of 
Ouzo on his camcorder. 

After he was offered some beers in return for te favor, Clemens agreed to do so. He positioned himself and 
the camera in front of the table that Ivo and Dennis were sitting at. 


And what else could they have done than to get completely wasted? 
Dennis knew from the beginning that "this is gonna be bad" and after 5 shots from the drink he even excused 


himself for having to drink so badly - though he didn't mention WHY he needed it this much. 


After they had a little fight with some knives finally an innocent cucumber had to die and they both giggled 
like little girls while drinking. 


It was really nice. They got more and more drunk by minute. The glasses were emptied one by one until the 
whole bottle was empty. It was emptied very fast and they didn't even manage to fill the last two glasses 


properly. 
Being totally wasted, Ivo decided to fill the rest of the last glasses up with beer instead. It did taste very 
strange, but they could not care less. 


They got so indulged in drinking that Dennis even forgot to smoke. 


Clemens was asked to drive, but that had been a joke because all three of them slept inside the same bedroom 


in this house. There were three small beds, each on one side of the messy room. 

They just tossed everything they took with them onto the floor. 

EK 

After the bottle was finished, Dennis excused himself to go outside for smoking a cigarette. 

Clemens took advantage of the opportunity to pull Ivo close to him and he mumbled into his little brother's 
ear: 

"So are you drunk, my dear?" 


"Drunk as a fucking monkey’, Ivo slurred. 


"Don't think that | would play pretend I'm not jealous if you're trying to bond with Dennis! Did you forget about 


me", Clemens frowned. 
Ivo pouted a bit: "How could |?" 
"Why not letting me have fun as well?", Clemens asked again 


"You will have funl", Ivo now grinned and took his brother's hand inside his own, trying to get up but stumbling 
a little, "I will show you some fun inside the bedroom" 


"Whoa, you're completely wasted|", Clemens scolded and dragged Ivo slowly upstairs to the bedroom. 


Dennis was smoking his second cigarette as he suddenly felt very sick. 
Instead to hurry inside he just left the terrace and threw up on a little path of grass near the street that 
was close to the studio. He felt like dying. After emptying his stomach several times he still felt sick 


Sick and tired of the brothers being like little kids that would not let little Dennis join their games. He would 
just go to sleep. 


He closed the door behind him as he went back inside the studio, taking the camcorder with him to give it back 
to Ivo, then dragged himself upstairs holding onto the handrail. Shortly before he reached the bedroom door, 


some weird sounds reached his ear. His breath stopped for a second and his heart raced. 


He did not hear the quiet clicking sound of the camera he had switched on record by accident. 


Dennis could not believe it. He simply did not WANT to believe it! Maybe he was already sleeping on the terrace 
inside his own vomit or something. Anything would be better than that! 


Soft sounds of moaning, little gasps and the shifting of bed sheets and low mumbling voices and - this simply 


could not be true? 


Dennis felt sick again How could they? And how could they not have told him before? Why did he have to get 
to know this at such a situation? He didn't understand. And he didn't WANT to understand. 


The door was not completely closed. In fact, there was a little gap between the door and the door frame - just 
big enough to take a peek through it. Not that he was interested in doing that; no, not at alll 


More moaning, more shifting, more of those so familiar yet weird sounding voices. It was like a car accident. 
One simply has to look at it even if they knew better. It would be a horrendous sight, but none the less Dennis 
found himself peeping inside the only slightly darkened room. 


He muffled a strangled gasp by putting a hand over his own mouth. He had expected bad things. Very bad 
things. But nothing could be as scary as the sight in front of him. 


Not only he was right in suspecting that they were making love to each other, they also did exactly that not 
in lvo's bed, not in Clemens’ bed, but - what the hell? - directly on the mattress Dennis had slept on the past 
nights. 

What the fuck was all this about? 


Could they just.. ugh.. He almost gagged but he could simply not turn away. It was not a pretty sight but 
somehow it managed to capture him. 
He held on to the door frame and his breath was coming in short gasps, as he could finally make out more 


details of the horror going on inside this room. 


What exactly did he expect from his band mates? Many things, but none of them included being kinky bastards 
THS much! How would they get pleasure from fucking each other inside HIS bed? 


And as he looked even closer he realized that Clemens was wearing the uniform costume of a German soldier 
from World War two. Dennis could not trust his own ears as he finally understood some of the mumbling 
inside the bedroom as the men moved away from each other to catch their breath. 


"Officer | didn't do anything! You got the wrong man!" 


- "Oh | don't believe so. | saw you taking that cookie from that biscuit tin with my own eyes!" 


- "No, please officer, don't punish me anymore! | was hungry!" 
- "You mean.. hungry for more?" 


Now that was some really bad acting! 


Clemens took off the leather belt of his costume and let it slap against the frame of the bed. 


lvo tried to whine but could not hide his eager grin doing so. 

Dennis wanted to be disgusted. He really wanted to leave in this instant. He wanted to hate the brothers for 
doing that in their shared bedroom. Dennis wanted to burst into the room and confront them but he didn't find 
the guts to do so. 

Instead he found himself getting hard as he watched his band mates in this intimate moment. Very silently he 
held onto the doorframe with one hand, the other traveling south as the sound of lovemaking from inside grew 


louder again. 


Clemens didn't really use the belt, instead he just flung himself onto his younger brother once again. They 


struggled for dominance until this time lvo got on top and claimed: 
"Now the tide has turned, officer!" 
- "lam glad it did so!" 


Even if those two were - by far - the worst actors ever, Dennis could not help feeling aroused by the way 
they started kissing and touching each other. 


Dennis rubbed himself through his pants and stifled a soft moan, His cheeks were burning but he simply could 
not resist. Maybe it was the alcohol doing things with his mind. Or was it? 


Maybe it was just the sight of the two of them so close together and.. 


‘Isn't a good officer supposed to bring handcuffs with him?", Ivo asked slightly annoyed as he searched the 
pockets of the uniform for something alike. 


- "That would be way too easy!", Clemens grinned wickedly. 

Dennis sucked up every single word of them and even if it was quite hilarious it just turned him on even more. 
As the singer and guitarist watched his band mates in bed, he touched himself and soon tiny drops of sweat 
were running over his face as he tried to remain as silent as possible. 


Not that it would matter in the first place because the Wijers brothers were not exactly silent themselves, 


but just to be safe.. 


He was ashamed of himself for doing all this and him being the first of them to come did not make it any 
better. 

Yet he could not hold himself back from enjoying it way too much and a single silent groan left his throat. 
Hopefully the others were too busy with each other to notice. 


With his breath coming in short pants, Dennis watched through confused eyes as the other two seemed to 
reach their climaxes in the very same moment. 
And though it was really hot, he was kind of surprised for he had always thought you would not get to this 


point by chance - but only after a long intimate relationship and much practise in the bedroom. 


Oh. Well, after seeing everything that had been going on inside there, maybe it would not surprise him that 


much any more. 


Dennis rested his sweaty forehead on the door frame and listened to the laboured breathing of his band 


mates, finally calming down. 
Clemens giggled, "Just admit that | am a very nice officer!" 
Ivo grinned, "Mhm.. | guess Dennis could do better!" 


Dennis could not believe he got the right and opened his eyes instantly just to shoot up from the ground and 


finally escape before he could have been caught watching them. 


Just as he turned and was on his way back downstairs to drink some more beers, he almost felt betrayed. 


Wasn't it like they were not only a band but a family? 


Like brothers.. except that these two really were brothers. He felt like a fifth wheel. Or better: Like a third 
wheel. But not on a car but on a bike! 
Already standing on the first step of the staircase he heard the bedroom door open and instantly froze inside 


his movement. 
"Kollega!", Ivo shouted with a bright smile on his red face, "Why won't you join us?" 
Demis frowned. Did he get that right? As if it wasn't bad enough that he had been caught peeping on them. 


Ivo wanted him to join them when they were - oh nol 


No, no, no. NO! 
He still resisted as Ivo was giving him that puppy eye look. He still resisted as also Clemens showed up at the 
door and invited him to the bedroom. Then again, wasn't his need just that he wanted to feel like he was part 


of them all again? 


So what could be worse? Losing his band because of some trouble with his band mates oder losing the 


virginity of his butt? Dennis decided that he would not want to end Carach Angren because of his little airs 


and graces. And what could possibly happen in the worst case? 
Nothing. 


Because he knew their little secret now. 


But it was safe with him, right? Noone else would ever know about it. 
And so Dennis sighed and turned to get inside the bedroom.. 


eR 


After what seemed to have lasted hours but never should have ended in the first place, Ivo still wanted to 
record the rest of the song "Little Hector" - but drunk as a skunk he didn't have the concentration nor the 
coordination to do so. 


He messed it up in front of his own camera. 
"Faill", Patrick said. 


He smiled though. 
As Ivo tried again to get the drum parts right, Patrick was not even recording it any more. Instead he 
entertained himself with watching the little recording of some very intimate scenes he had found on the 


camera. 


Who would have thought that Carach Angren were not only dorks, but very kinky dorks as well? 


